Martereau
I could have bought one, but I preferred to buy some clothes: a vest, two very conservative suits. I went to Jacobo's store and ran into Nacho.
The tailors took my measurements.
A girl, Greta, had lent me her tape recorder, and now was offering to sell it at a good price. We went back to the apartment for the tape recorder. I was sorry I hadn't picked up the suits, it wasn't that the money would be lost, no, it's just that I liked them.
And because we were tired, or excited, or afraid, or just because, we made love again.
Then, an inferno: we couldn't find the tops of the rubbers anywhere, and my mother would notice our activities, there would be a scandal. We had no money, and we left carrying the tape recorder, too nervous, ready to climb into a bus.
We got into one.
Greta realized that she had her dress on the wrong way out, and the tribu lations started again.
We went back to the apartment. She wanted to call home, but after think ing it over, she decided to defy her parents once and for all. She wouldn't spend the night at home.
We had dinner, and watched television to the end of all the programs: at that time, I could still put up with television.
At about two in the morning, Mother chased us out. She wanted to get some sleep. We went out into the night city, breathable.
I can see it well: we strolled up and down the Paseo de la Reforma until dawn, always with the worry about the lost clothes and money, thinking about Nacho and Jacobo, so removed from the disaster.
We came back in a bus that left us on the very Uvely center of Bucareli, dirty with sweat and nerves, tired. Dawn was breaking, and the scene was very animated, the names of newspapers resounded in the morning air, we saw Uttle boys wrapped in their coarse blankets, we saw foggy beggars.
We bought a copy of Novedades. On the first page of the third section, big, very impressive, were the photos of the fire, bearing my name.
